




Summer night is the cool dark grass 
And big tired trees 
With the moon sailing 
On a wind* 



THE 


Pufilishtd by The 'frumprl Opb 
IWBrcHKhvny, Nrw fork. New tori* 10036 

f i\\t eepynght rfj f w* 6v Jam tv \fn v E'lJr, 

Futures i tyyttgiri MiNM r Stndnk 

Ati right* rff^n, ^t iV.'t /WY #<jf /Au fonr;ut /rwj v hr r*pr A irfx c wt ,->r ^ i-i tn, y/jt j f r-^n i! 
«y /Sj™ *!>■ am- mram. ^iferjrfljtfr nr ffm-AvN'eml 1 . tm luditig 
rtuirrfitii h.v am- rjp/nrmiirJfrtJ aflrf Prini-njJ atViv WffeJlW rAi- 

p#™'Mro« iff thr ftiAWiAfr. r*rppf h-Atp^ pet milted fry hr* i’-V.-j inftifnuMtnti 

address: Mapper & Rtw\ Pubtufwirtfe* Yurt MtwYtirk 


fUBti: t}*4 

Reprinlrd fry umaillfiWW »M /fallow 4 AW^lAvm 
^ruMcJ iii fAi 1 tvii-Wc! £MW,f n/ rlrwi'^r ,j 

fufft 


mv# ?&s 

UFC 



MOON JUMPERS 

by JANICE MAY UDRY 

pictures by MA URICE SENDAK 






The sun is tired. It goes down the sky into the 
drowsy hills. 

The sunflowers lean. They fall asleep to dream 
of tomorrow’s sun. 
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The moon is up! Now the owl is awake in the 
pine tree. The cat steps out and walks around the 










Beyond the gate the road winds into darkness. 
The cool night shadows gather around the 
house. 







In the window the lamp is lit for Mother and 
Father, 







- 






Down in the sandbox the pail and the shovel 


are left by the castle door. 

The goldfish play with the moon fish deep in the 



Those old frogs begin to croak. And the fireflies 
come from the woods. The giant moth zooms by 
looking for the moon flowers. 
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The warm night-wind tosses our hair. The wind 
chimes stir. And we all dance, barefooted. Over 
and over the grass! We play tag in and out. With 
the wind and with each other. 








We climb the tree just to be in a tree at night. 
And we make a little camp and pretend we’re 
on an island for the night. 

W e make up songs. And poems. And we turn 
somersaults al l over the grass. 
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We tell ghost stories. And holler “Boo!” under 
the window. 
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We jump and jump, over and over, and higher 
and higher. Bui nobody ever has touched the 


moon 



We run and run around the house. And the bal- 
loon of a moon grows and grows. 
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A GIANT shadow comes! We hide! Bigger 
and bigger he comes across the lawn! It’s coming! 
The GIANT! 

He lights his pipe -and he LAUGHS! 
Father is the giant taking a walk to look at his 


roses. 



Mother calls from the door, “Children, oh chil- 
dren/’ Bui we re not children, we’re the Moon 
Jumpers! 







“Good night. Moon.” 

The bed is white and cool and the pillow as 
soft as the night. 



The moon sails on up the sky. And we fall asleep 
and dream of tomorrow’s sun. 




